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So Judith Hall read to me from Guhl and Kohner's Lives
of the Greeks and Romans—which my father had translated.
It was an elephantine and delightful illustrated work, and
at- the age of eight or nine I must have known as much
about classical interiors as Mommsen—their couches and
chitons and body-scrapers and unguents and cosmetics and
dentists' instruments and glass-ware. ... So that was
why the first novel I ever wrote was concerned with the
young Caesar (Caius Julius) in the hands of the pirates of the
JEgean. And I bet that if it came to matters of clothing and
trappings and domestic habits not the most famous scholar
of the University of Gottingen would have found anything
wrong with that book. So that when I meet even now a
Germano-sound Classical wallah with all his notions I
feel like a real Roman who should be confronted with a
modern reconstitution of the life he had lived. Anyhow, my
Classics is a thing of desires and delights, . . .
In the afternoons Miss Hall "rested," which meant going
to walk in Regent's Park in a crinoline with her Hereford-
shire farmer, who had a high nose and much resembled a
late cowboy of the films whose name I have forgotten. (The
patient New Yorker interpolates that it was William S* Hart.)
And of course they would be chaperoned by my mother or
my grandmother, neither of whom ever wore a crinoline.
While, then, Miss Hall "rested" I sailed Westward with my
retainer . . . and looked backwards with as acute a longing
as was ever felt by companions of Columbus or Raleigh or
Hudson , . . sheer longing for soft blue seas, hills covered
with cyclamen . . . and for non-Nordic languor.
So that my childish vision from Memphis—my Memphis
with the red sandstone columns and the lotus flowers—was
and remained a yataghan-shaped trail over the Atlantic.
Narrow at the hilt, at Norfolk, Va., it broadened out in the
blade until the Northern point would be at Antwerp and
the Southern at Funchal off Africa, whilst a projection of the
blade entered the Mediterranean and stopped at about
Jerusalem* . . .
That was the tract of sea that, afternoon after afternoon, I
sailed without ever at first doing more than touch on the

